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Mary Bardenfleth - "I Remember"
Translated by CAROLINE OLSEN

INTRODUCTION
These are some memories of a woman whose life spanned
a whole century, from 1886 to 1986. As a Danish immigrant
in Minneapolis, she saw the changes in the Danish community from the time when the newcomers clung to their
heritage, until today, two or three generations later when
almost no one speaks in the mother tongue. Her special gift
for story telling, her acting ability, and her amazing memory
of poetry made her a very unusual, lovable person. Her outgoing personality and friendliness touched the lives of countless people.
In 1971, at age 85, Mary left her beloved Minneapolis to
live with her daughter in Michigan. She had lived in Minneapolis for 65 years. "She wasn't just another immigrant who
established herself and lived the good life here. She became
an institution and now that she has moved away it seems like
the end of an era, " 1 wrote Olaf Juhl in introducing her series
of stories about her early days in Minneapolis. Juhl had
asked her to write some of her memories for the Minnesota
column in Den danske Pioneer where they were published in
Danish from June 10, 1971 to December 7, 1972. 2
When Mary's 100th birthday was near I re-read her
original stories and decided to translate them for the benefit
of her grandchildren and others of the present generation.
A brief summary of her Danish background follows: In
Kolding, a city in Jutland, Denmark, a little girl named Mary
Jensen was born on February 19, 1886. She was the fourth
child in a family of twelve children. They lived in a cottage
in a woods near the big town. Her father was a large man
who worked in a slaughter house. Her mother also worked
there when she could get away from her growing family. The
older children, including Mary, had to take care of the little
ones while their mother worked.
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Her father, S0ren Jensen, was an easy-going, friendly
man who was an easy mark for friends when they needed
help, and they would often take advantage of him by having
him co-sign notes. Once the creditors came to the house and
carried off everything of value that the mother had saved
and treasured.
Little Mary was a bright, lively child. She had the usual
schooling that was common in Denmark at that time, about
seven grades. At age 17 she was a housemaid at the big estate
near Brorup. 3
Mary Bardenfleth' s Introduction to her Series
of Stories in "Den danske Pioneer''
May1971
A Memory is nothing visible - yet it is a secret fountain.
As years go by and energy lessens, one must give up many
things that in their time filled one's life; one becomes quieter
with time to think - and then it is good to have a secret well
to draw from - both the happy and the less bright
memories. It is said that this is a sign of old age, but what is
to follow?
"Years roll by and change the earth, and our name is
forgotten like the snow that fell last year," that is the
way of life!
After having lived sixty-five years of my life in the
beautiful and lovely city, Minneapolis, it was with sadness
that I left the friends and all the pulsating life that is still
found among Danes, even of the third and fourth generation. It is a joy to see the great interest these young people
show in helping to keep their forefathers' traditions alive at
many different occasions, Danish Day, for example. And
now we have the new Danish center for which there has long
been a need, since the memory-rich old Dania Hall and its
surroundings have, if I may say it, "gone to the dogs."
Now I am sitting here in Jackson (Michigan) on the porch
with my daughter Edith, looking out over the rural
landscape where all is turning green, and many flowering
trees and bushes are in bloom with lovely yellow and pink
color, and ...
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Mary Bardenfleth

America Dream4
I remember - a beautiful summer day in 1904, when I
suddenly got an urge to travel to America. I was a housemaid in a very beautiful manor house, "S0derskov" built in
1620, near Brorup, surrounded by a moat and a splendid
garden. It was said that every night at a certain time the
"Gray Lady" came out of an old garden house wringing her
hands and sighing, going over to the moat where she stared
down into the water and then disappeared. The legend was
that her lover, who was far beneath her class, was murdered
and thrown into the moat.
Chains rattled in the tower rooms, and both the loft and
the arched cellar rooms were haunted, "Uha!" I had cold
chills up and down my spine when I now and then had to
baby-sit for the family's three-year-old daughter until long
after midnight, when I would hear shuffling footsteps and
creaking sounds out in the big hallway.
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The estate owner, Momsen, and his sweet wife, Karla,
were fine people. There was always fun and lively days with
big hunting parties and entertaining. All seven guest rooms
were filled all summer long. One day in August, 1904, there
was company from Ribe among whom was an elderly man
and a girl about thirteen years old. They looked a bit
different the way they were dressed. Fru Momsen told me
they were from America and the man was Jacob Riis. The
name meant nothing to me that time. Little did I know that
Jacob Riis was a famous, well-known Danish American. Nor
did I dream that I would ever come in contact with the name
"Riis" again. This undreamt of experience happened many
years later in Minneapolis.
From Denmark to Minnesota 5
There was an old revue song about "America, the Land
of Milk and Honey." I now remember just a few lines of it:
"Roasted ducks, chickens and geese,
fly in on the table,
with fork and knife in their thighs Oh, but it is delightful,
Oh, but it is wonderful!
What a shame that America is so far from here."
I happened to think about that old song and I got a great
desire to travel and look around. The next day I wrote to my
oldest brother who had gone to America, just after serving
his stint in the army, in the fall of 1899. I asked him if, it was
really so lovely over there, would he send me a ticket? I
promised to pay him back - which I did later on - and
before Christmas 1904, the trip was planned.
When my younger sister learned about the trip to
America, she wanted to go along. The trip in those days was
undeniably long and difficult, and it was something of an
undertaking for two young girls to dare to set out alone for a
totally strange land. There were so many rumors about
white slavery - we should certainly take care not to be
tempted or allow ourselves to accept help in finding our
family or getting on the right train, etc.
But we did not let ourselves be frightened, so on the 26th
of March, 1905, we steamed out of England on the ship
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"Ivernia." There were just a few Danes on board, but many
Irishmen, and that was certainly a happy nationality. It did
not matter whether the weather was bad and the sea rough,
they always sat in big groups up on the deck singing their
beautiful Irish songs from morning until night.
We landed in Boston about the 12th of April (three
weeks). There was a lot of yelling and hawking of "Bananas
- bananas!" which most of the travelers immediately
bought. Manda (my sister) and I had never seen that kind of
fruit before and the smell alone kept us from wanting to taste
them. On the other hand, we bought a bag of "Sandwiches,"
which several men were going around selling for "only a
dollar." It was necessary to have food along on the train, we
had been told. That package or bag of food was our first disappointment in America. Such food, mostly thick bare bread
- not a speck of butter, and we couldn't figure out what the
sparse bit of spread was. And to think we paid a whole
dollar for it. "Uhal"
We rode on a dreadfully slow train from Boston to Grove
City, Minnesota. We were not at all impressed with what we
could see of America from the train. When we left Kolding,
Denmark, the ground in the woods was covered with violets
and anemones. In England the cows were out in the clover
fields. Here it was so dead and dreary, with great distances
between towns, and almost no people to be seen on these
distances - only when the train stopped at a station.
My brother, who was eight years older than me, worked
on a farm in Rosendale, Meeker County, Minnesota. Grove
City was the nearest station. He had asked the station master
to look after his two sisters when they came and then
telephone him at the farm. Since it was midnight when we
finally arrived we were put up at the hotel which was
situated just across from the railroad station.
My, it was good to get out of our clothes after having sat
in the train for three days and nights with almost no chance
to wash. And then we were to lie in a bed again! Tired we
certainly were - but we awakened a couple of times during
the night and found ourselves on the floor. Our bodies had
been so shaken up that we could not relax.
-45-

Summer in Meeker County 6
The next morning my brother came with horse and
wagon, and it was lovely to get out in the fresh air and much
prettier nature than we had seen from the train window.
How good it was to finally have firm ground under our feet
again.
We were given a warm welcome by Mr. and Mrs. Peter
Mortensen, who owned the farm in Rosendale where my
brother worked. It was almost like coming home to our
parents, they were so good to us. Where these two people
came from in Denmark, I don't remember. They had lived in
Rosendale for many years and had never visited Denmark
again, but they dreamed that they might do so before they
died. However, that never came to be.
Peter Mortensen was an interesting man to listen to. He
had experienced much during the earliest pioneer years. In
the evening he would sometimes walk back and forth on the
floor with his hands behind his back and tell about Indian
disturbances way back to the '80's. "But," he said, "If you
once become an Indian's friend then you have a friend for
life."
It was to our ears a queer language that Mr. and Mrs.
Mortensen spoke. Their Danish was mixed with Swedish,
Norwegian, and American words, so at times it was hard to
understand. The first day Mrs. Mortensen said, "Ka du
spring ned i feelen og tell din brodder han skal kom til
dinner." (Can you run out to the field and tell your brother
to come for dinner.) Yes, there were many other funny
examples, but gradually we learned what they meant.
There were industrious and quite well-to-do farmers in
Meeker County, but very few were from Denmark. They
were mostly second generation, but they spoke their father's
language, and so did their children - a mixed ScandinavianAmerican language.
A couple of weeks after our arrival we were to go with
Mrs. Mortensen and our brother to a big town, Litchfield. It
looked like rain, so I took my umbrella along, but Mrs. M.
said there was no use of taking that along. "The horse gets
scared when it sees an umbrella." I couldn't understand that.
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Manda and I sat on the back seat of the buggy, and when it
began to rain, I carefully opened my umbrella, but right
away Mrs. Mortensen said, "J0sses, child - close that thing.
Can't you see the way the horse's ears go forth and back?" So
we had to resign ourselves to getting wet.
There weren't many automobiles that time, and a horse
could hear them at a great distance. We often had to stop
and calm the animal until the steaming noisy monster was
past.
It was really fun to go to an American store. We each
bought a summer hat, and we three, sisters and brother,
were photographed together, so our parents could see that
we had safely arrived at brother Jens' and had not suffered
from our long trip.
As a matter of fact there was really nothing for us two
sisters to do out there in the country all summer. We were
not used to being idle. There happened to be a couple of
young farmers' wives, in fact two sisters, who expected
babies, and they would like a little extra help, so we went to
their houses. Both families were named "Nelson." They had
omitted the "i" from the Danish Nielsen because they
thought it was easier for Americans to say and write
"Nelson." The one family had just taken over the father's
large farm and they had built a very large new house which
both the old and young people were to move into.
One day we drove over for a visit, also to see what the
new house looked like, now that it was nearly finished. Two
men who were working on the house heard my sister and me
talking Danish and they asked in surprise, "Are you newcomers?" They were so glad to hear correct Danish. They
were contractor Angel Iversen and a man named Christian
Hansen. They were from Minneapolis, the city that we
wanted so much to go to. From that day on, every time
Angel Iversen saw me through the many years in Minneapolis, he always called me "The Newcomer Girl."
Off to Minneapolis 7
There was a little church out in Rosendale where the
service every other Sunday was held in Norwegian, and
Manda and I went every time. We even sang in the choir,
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and We had the advantage of knowing many of the melodies.
Even at the 4th of July festival in the park we sang in the
chorus. It was mostly Norwegian songs, but ended with
"Columbia, the Gem of the Ocean," and when we came to
the words, "Hurrah for the red, white and blue," we had to
wave a little Stars and Stripes flag. That was the first English
we learned, and we had no idea what it meant.
There was no Sunday school in that little church, but
every summer a student or teacher would come and give religious instruction in the school. They perhaps did not get
much pay for such a job, but they got board and room, and
it was at the same time like a vacation in the country. That
summer there was a not-so-young Norwegian man who was
studying for the ministry. In fact it was he who got the
church choir started. This man, Mr. Sahl, 8 asked me one day
if we two sisters would like to come to the city. If so, he and
his wife would help us find a job, for example, housework, and we could stay with them. We gladly accepted the
offer, and when summer was over, we said good-bye to
Rosendale and left Grove City one forenoon, reaching the
station in Minneapolis at 5:30 in the afternoon. It was a real
slow train. It seemed to stop every half hour and was in no
hurry to get going again. In that way it took many hours to
reach the city, about 80 miles away.
Mr. Sahl was at the station and gave us a friendly
welcome. It was raining so we had to take the streetcar
instead of walking. It was not a short distance to walk even
in good weather. The house they lived in was on 6th Street,
where Fairview Hospital now stands. Washington Avenue
was not exactly the most beautiful street to travel on even in
those days, but it was well lighted, with many people on the
street, something we had not seen since we left Denmark. We
were happy over the prospect of seeing more of the big city
the next day - the city we had heard so much about, the
famous Minnehaha Falls, Nicollet and Hennepin Avenues
with the big elegant stores, etc. It was very exciting to think
about.
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First Job 9
The next morning as soon as Mr. Sahl had left for
Augsburg Seminary, we got ready for our tour of the city.
Just as we were going out the door, Mrs. Sahl said in Norwegian, "You have to take your suitcases along." We
thought that was a strange idea, to drag around each with a
suitcase, when we were going on a sight-seeing tour. But
Mrs. Sahl had another idea which we didn't understand.
After we had gone by streetcar toward town, we got off.
Where? I do not know, but it was not a very impressive place.
Before we went in to what apparently was an employment
office, Mrs. Sahl said, "If they ask if you can cook, wash and
iron, then answer 'Yes'." It sounded very mysterious, we
thought. It was a very small place with some chairs and a
bench where some ladies sat and waited.
Mrs. Sahl went over and talked with the office clerk
while we took our place on the bench. Immediately a tall,
thin older lady came over to us. She had a lorgnette in her
hand, and through it she looked up and down at me and she
began to ask me a whole lot of questions which I couldn't
understand, but "cook, wash, and iron" I understood and
answered "Yes." Then she and another lady asked Mrs. Sahl
if we were sisters. When they learned that we were Danish
they decided at once to hire us.
A little later we drove off again - where, we didn't
know, but we had the impression it was far away. The only
thing we saw of Minneapolis that day was, as we later
learned, an employment office, and then what we could see
from the streetcar window.
We were each taken to our housework jobs, first me, to a
quite big house on Park A venue near Franklin. Then Mrs.
Sahl took Manda - where, I had no idea. It was, however,
not far from where I was. But even though my sister had
tried to notice every corner and the different buildings that
they passed, it took a whole week before she again located
the house where I was.
The happiness over meeting again was indescribable
since we had both cried whenever no one saw us. We
couldn't speak the language and everything was so strange to
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us. It was hard to understand why Mrs. Sahl had not
explained things or written down street names, house
numbers, and such for us. It occurred to us that she also was
in a great hurry to get us placed.
Finding Other Danes in the Big City 1 0
A few days after we had found one another, Mr. Sahl
came and took us along home. It was a Sunday afternoon
and we were to go with them to church where Norwegian
was spoken. But we understood very little of the Norwegian
that the minister spoke. Afterwards Mrs. Sahl took us home
so that thereafter we could find the way ourselves. We
always walked, and it was a long time before we dared take
the streetcar. It was also nice to walk, and we looked at
everything along the streets. We usually visited the Sahl
family every Sunday. We knew no other people.
One dark, rainy evening when we were with them on the
way to church, it happened that a light was suddenly lit over
the door of a building we were passing. It instantly caught
my attention. It was a small wooden church, and on an arch
over the door were the words "St. Peders Danske Evangeliske Lutherske Kirke." I grabbed my sister's hand and said
aloud, "Oh, there is a Danish church! That's where we'd like
to go!" But Mrs. Sahl answered in Norwegian, "Oh, no! You
must not go there, for they are not good Christians!" That
we could not understand, but went along with them to their
church - but that was also the last time.
On that evening there was a missionary who spoke. He
finished by saying "All you who are saved, please stand,"
and everybody stood up. My sister also began to rise but I
motioned to her to remain seated. That sort of demonstration has always been repulsive to me. So when it was all
over, the missionary and two men came slowly down the
aisle, looking up and down each row. When they came to the
bench where we sat, the man stopped and asked if we were
saved. I answered loud and clear, "No, we are Danish!" He
said he would like to talk to us before we went home, but
that we would not do.
The next Sunday Mr. Sahl was to preach in another
church, so he gave us the address and explained how to get
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there. He said we should be sure to come. But we did not do
that because now we knew where there was a Danish church.
Our hearts were pounding the next Sunday when we
quietly walked up the steps of St. Peder's church. We first
stood in the little hallway and listened to the hymns, and
peeked through the crack in the door. Pastor Petersen
walked up and down the center aisle vigorously leading the
singing. Manda and I squeezed our hands and it was hard to
hold back the tears. They were the hymns and melodies that
we knew so well. Oh, but it sounded so beautiful and
familiar! We crept in and sat on one of the last benches.
Although Mrs. Sahl had said there were no good Christians in
that church, we felt as though we had come into the seventh
heaven. Ever since that evening, November 19th, 1905, I
have been a member of St. Peder's church.
A Young People's Society and Fru Holst 11
When the meeting or evening service was over, there was
a group of younger people who stayed in the church for
conversation and socializing. We remained standing back by
the door and no one made a move to greet us. Then I
suddenly saw a young girl who reminded me of someone I
had as a classmate in Kolding. I went over to her and asked if
she were Bodi! Jensen, and if she knew me - and she did,
though it was five or six years since we had seen one another.
When she heard that we didn't know any Danes in the city
she invited us to go with them to "our" young people's
society. We were a group of 10 or 15 young folks that
proceeded chatting and humming to 2215 Riverside A venue
where St. Peder's Young People's Society had a meeting
place above a store. They held their meetings there every
Thursday evening and several young people also came
Sunday evenings for a little more socializing.
It was the home of Mrs. Marie Holst. The rooms were
not big or impressive, but there was a warm friendliness that
was felt as soon as one was inside the door. It became the
happiest evening we had experienced since we came to
America. Mrs. Holst herself was young in spirit and lived
with her memories of Vallekilde Folk School days. She
always went about humming Danish melodies. She had been
-51-

,~~??°

~;f)t,
·.;\~!~~~}·,(··:t~-

St. Peder's Church. The first church, 9th Street and 20th
Avenue South. Dedicated January 26, 1887.

widowed while still young, with three children, twins
. Volmer and Dagmar, age 17, and Ragnhild, age 15. The
children were all born in Denmark and were quite small
when her husband, Carl Holst, died. 12 Mrs. Holst had been a
teacher in Denmark and was not at all used to hard work or
the adversities that she had to endure in this big strange
country. But she did not complain, and tried to support herself and the children by sewing and embroidery work. She
often sat and sewed by the glow of the street light. It was
hard to make the hard-earned money stretch, and she was
reluctant to accept help - in that regard she was proud.
The young people who met in her home were served
coffee and cake, and it was understood that they should pay
five cents per person. A nickel in those days was a pretty
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"coin in the bag." Mrs. Holst would not, or more correctly
said, did not approve of a contribution dish on the table.
Instead, a little leather pouch was hung inconspicuously into
which anyone could put his/her payment. Now and then,
however, the leader, C. E. Bardenfleth, had to talk tough to
the young people, when Mrs. Holst could not hear it. That
would help for a while and there would be more cash in the
bag.
First Christmas in America 1 3
Christmas Eve, 1905, was our first Christmas in this big,
strange country, and it was for us the saddest we had ever
experienced. As I related before, we were very happy to have
found St. Peder's church and met many countrymen there.
We could only attend the Sunday evening meetings where
there weren't as many as at the morning services, but still
there was always a rather good gathering.
A couple of Sundays before _Christmas we were asked if
we would care to sing in the choir on Christmas Eve, and
that we would like to do. The church at that time did not
have a regular choir for every Sunday, and as far as we were
concerned, we did not need any special practice with the
well-known Christmas hymns. We were just eight in the
choir and there really wasn't room for any more on the little
balcony where the organ stood. We looked forward to
Christmas eve with the hope that now we would really get
the Christmas spirit. Until that time we thought everything
was so superficial - nothing like the lovely Christmas
spirit found in Denmark all during December and well into
the New Year. Christmas over here seemed to center on
Christmas Day and Santa Claus.
Christmas Eve came and we were delighted, and early in
the morning we were to go to church and sing Danish
Christmas songs. We secretly hoped that one or another
family would invite us home. But that remained just a hope.
It was perhaps because there really was no family that knew
us except for having greeted us at church. Marie Holst and
her family were to have Christmas with her brother, Victor
Ingeman, who lived in St. Paul. The whole family always
gathered there on Christmas Eve, she told us.
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The weather was quite mild. Now and then snow fell
quietly. We walked along Franklin Avenue towards the
church on 9th Street, humming all the way. It seemed as
though there was Christmas in the air, but we missed the bell
ringing that could always be heard from church to church
and from parish to parish both before and after the
Christmas services all over Denmark.
There were quite a few people in the church, and it
seemed that at last we could feel it was Christmas. After the
last hymn, most people hurried out of the church after some
hasty "Merry Christmas" greetings. There was not much
room inside the church foyer for conversation, so little by
little all went home where the children waited impatiently
for mother and father. At last Manda and I were left
standing all alone. The minister wished us "Merry
Christmas" after which he put out the lights in the church
and above the entrance. Then he turned the key in the lock
and disappeared.
We looked at one another and didn't dare say anything
because of the lump in our throats. We stood a little while,
then began walking slowly, hand in hand, not directly homeward, but the long way. We had no reason to hurry. We
walked on streets where we had not been before, and we
looked at the houses where there were Christmas trees by the
window. At that time there were no electric lights but real
candles on all Christmas trees. But there were a few places
where the candles were lit this early in the evening. Here and
there the parlor lamp shone through the tree's branches, and
we could see children sitting on the floor, picking at the
decorations. At one place we crept up close to the house and
in the shelter of an evergreen tree we peeked in where they
sat around the dinner table: father, mother, two big and
three small children, and perhaps a grandfather. Oh, but it
was home-like and cozy to see! Suddenly the oldest of the
children arose and lighted three of the candles on the side of
the tree nearest the dining room. Then they all rose, joined
hands and sang a verse, perhaps a grace, before they began
to eat.
Then we went on homeward. The family I worked for
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had gone to Wisconsin for Christmas, but the lady had left a
good supply of food for me, among other things a chicken
for Christmas dinner. I could invite my sister so I would not
need to be alone.
But neither Manda nor I had any desire for a big dinner.
We were not at all hungry after all our disappointments, but
we had to eat something. We were satisfied with a couple of
fried eggs, coffee and the coffee cake that I had baked
before going to church. We read the few Christmas greetings
from Denmark and recalled memories of some of our childhood Christmas eves.
They were certainly not sumptuous. I don't remember
that we ever got a toy. We didn't even miss such a luxury.
We usually received a new dress, hair ribbon, stockings or
something useful. The planning ahead of buying glossy and
gold paper for making Christmas ornaments for the tree was
a lot of fun. We wrapped dozens of walnuts in gilt paper and
hung them on many branches so there was always something
to pick off. We also bought little sugar figures in the shape of
watches, trumpets, small lambs, herd boys, etc. These small
objects were filled with so-called liquor, which was perhaps
really colored sugar water. But they were pretty, and it
was tempting to stick a pin in one and suck the liquid
out when nobody was looking. It was of course not nice to
do such a thing, but we were careful to not give the empty
objects to some of our playmates who came to see our
Christmas tree. It was customary that all should be given
something or other from the tree - a basket or cone with
peppernuts or raisins. No wonder we sang "First the tree
shall be shown, later it shall be eaten." When Christmas was
over there really was nothing much left but candle holders.
Our greatest pleasure was a few days before Christmas
when father took the dog and us, Manda, Zacharias, and
me, on a long trip out into the woods to find and cut a
suitable tree for our living room. Manda, Zacharias, and I
were nearly the same age, born in the years 1886, '87, and
'89.

What fun it was to walk there among the evergreens!
That fragrance and special mysterious sighing of the wind
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could not be found anywhere else. When the tree was loaded
onto our two sleds which were tied together, we ran almost
the whole way home.
That was what we two sisters on that lonesome
Christmas Eve in Minneapolis thought and talked about our childhood Christmases. Now and then there were tears
in our eyes, but we had decided we would not cry. It was not
later than 8:30 when we assured one another that we were
tired and sleepy. We agreed that we would pinch and save
until next Christmas to go home to Denmark, because over
here we would never feel at home.
But if we should happen to stay in America and maybe
after a while have our own home, we would always look
around among our countrymen who do not have a home to
be in on Christmas eve - then we would try to be hospitable
toward them. I believe I can say that this we remembered for
many years. For my little sister there were but three
Christmases in which she could fulfill that pledge of making
a warm Christmas for others.
1905, A Rebel Young People's Society 14

St. Peder's Young People's Society was started on the 8th
of June, 1905 at a time when there was a great need for an
organization for young Danes. The association's organizer
and first president was C. E. Bardenfleth. There was a good
start with 24 members and every month the membership
increased. My sister and I became members at the first
meeting in December. This society was only eight months
old when it was dissolved. The group which belonged to it
continued, however, under a new name, "Young People's
Society of 1905."
This is what happened: After Christmas some of the
young people thought it would be fun to have a little party
with a dance, for example, a Fastelavnsfest (Shrovetide
party). It should not be for everybody, but just for members
and friends. But Pastor Petersen was strongly opposed to
having a dance. There was much discussion, pro and con
about this and the subsequent vote was in favor of the dance.
Then the minister arose and said adamantly, "I herewith take
the name 'St. Peder's Church Young People's Society' from
-56-

you." He then took the cash box under his arm and walked
away. Only one man, Harold Munster, followed him. All of
us who stayed behind agreed that one man cannot thus
dissolve an organization, and if we could not continue using
the name 'Young People's Society of St. Peder's Church,"
then we would continue under a new name, "Young People's
Society of 1905."
Under that name we were active for many years. The socalled "ball" was held in Oulie' s Hotel which was located on
5th Street just across from Dania Hall. It was both fun and
cozy. We were only forty-odd in number, and we were all
friends and acquaintances. There was certainly nothing that
went on that could cast a cloud on the name Young People's
Society of St. Peder's Church. I am sure that Pastor Petersen
would have been happy to see how we young people could
dance both folk dances and Landers (a stately minuet). Mrs.
Oulie, who was Danish, enjoyed herself with us. She was the
widow of a Norwegian. After his death she managed the
hotel herself for several years. It was more like a rooming
house than a hotel, and there were several young Danish
men who made their home there. She was like a mother to
them. Some years later Mrs. Oulie married a Norwegian
nobleman, Wedel Jarisberg. She then sold the hotel and the
couple moved out to Minnetonka. The new owner changed
the name to Hotel Norge.
In reality, "1905," as the society was generally called,
was both independent and versatile. There was something
here to interest all tastes, and many who came straight from
Denmark joined immediately because Danish was spoken.
It did not take long before the rooms in private home were
too small and the meetings were then held every Thursday
evening in Dania's "Little Hall." There was always a well
planned program - both funny and serious - concerts,
lectures, readings, and often discussion meetings. These
could be especially interesting, and one had a chance to listen
to different opinions. It often became quite heated and
lively. But nobody became hurt or angry even though the
waves ran high as long as the discussion lasted. We usually
ended such an evening by singing J.C. Hostrup's song:
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"Friends, things will be fine and beautiful
though it may blow a bit yet, and rain,
Soon it will be summer-like and green.
Yes, things will sprout everywhere
and all the green makes me happy, except for pond scum." 15
The last verse of the song was not sung until the discussion was all over. Then we sang lustily and extra loud:
"Away with pond scum,
upon that we insist;
because that scum grows where
the pond is still and stagnant.
We do not condone rebellion but cheers for those
who stir things up!"
Then we would shake hands and be good friends in spite
of different ideas, thoughts, and opinions.
Young People's Society of 1905 was actually an excellent
organization that existed through 35 years or so. Here
gathered an awakened youth which infused the Danish
community with cultural interests to a high degree. The
activities were neither shallow nor empty with nothing but
sociability, card-playing, and the like, but consisted rather
of meetings from which the young people in the Danish
colony in the Twin Cities could experience something of
lasting value. The society strove to live up to the motto
which was adopted at the general meeting the 3rd of May,
1906:
"We will bring light. With the cross in the flag,
We will fight for Youth's cause."
Those stirring words were from the last verse of the song,
"We have moved from the storms in the North," written by
poet-pastor Christian Schousboe. The song was often sung
at meetings of the society. Now it is many years since I have
heard it.
A Picnic in Como Park 16
I remember well the 7th of June, 1908. It was the first real
picnic that we were to have. Young People's Society "1905"
celebrated its three year anniversary, and it was to take place
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in Como Park, St. Paul. In those days it was a long way
from Minneapolis. One had to transfer to three or four
streetcars in order to get from "here to there." The time and
meeting place at the various transfer points had been
planned so that many could ride together and more easily
find their way home.
It was a lively bunch, loaded with picnic baskets, who
greeted one another with boisterous Danish greetings and
much chattering. The conductor on the streetcar laughed with
us and said, "You Swedes are such happy people." We said
"We are Danes and that is why we are so happy!"
Como Park was then a pretty nature park, and it was not
equipped with modern conveniences as it is now, 63 years
later. We had, as a matter of fact, chosen this place because
there was a group of young men and women in St. Paul who
always came to Minneapolis when there was something
Danish taking place and something worth taking part in.
They had often voiced a wish to start a society for St. Paul
equivalent to the Young People's Society of 1905. It was with
this objective in mind that a large group had gathered, and
we enjoyed a fine interesting time with games, speeches and
song.
The weather looked a bit threatening, but we hoped that
the sun would win out, and we sang so it echoed in the whole
park:
" ... and if we can just get a shelter
a little rain makes the farmer's crop good.
We never shun or begrudge dampness that is against our nature, hej hop, ha-ha, etc."
But unfortunately along in the afternoon it began to rain,
and there was absolutely no place where we could find
shelter. Only a few had brought coats, and it was not long
before we were all dripping wet. In those days women wore
hats both winter and summer. I had a huge Forentine or
picture hat with big red poppies. The hat protected my hair
and face, but before long the red dye from the flowers began
to drip down over my white dress and shoes, and my outfit
became the colors of our Danish flag. The dress could never
be used again after that treatment. We all looked as though
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we had gone swimming with all our clothes on.
In spite of rain and thunder, Young People's Society of
St. Paul was founded that day. It seemed to thrive for a few
years, but after about eight years it dissolved, mostly because of a lack of young Danes. It seemed that more young
immigrants came to Minneapolis than to St. Paul. There had
been good cooperation between the two societies. Together
they sponsored the first big Constitution Day Festival
(Grundlovsfest) the 6th of June, 1909. It was held on a
Danish farm near Lake Street Bridge, about where Minnehaha Academy and the Danebo Home now stand. I don't
remember who owned it, but several hundred people attended, and there seemed to be a strong feeling to continue
with that sort of thing.
In that way in the years 1910 to 1913 these two societies
celebrated the Danish Constitution Day together on a
Danish farm near the State Fair grounds. It belonged to Hans
forgen Christensen, a well-to-do, versatile, jovial man, who
was always willing to help fellow Danes. His daughter Julia
is married to August Grunwald. Both are members of St.
Peder's Church.
Love and Marriage for the Two Sisters
(An explanatory note by translator)
C. E. Bardenfleth had come to Minneapolis a year before
Mary, in 1904. He was assistant editor in a Danish publishing firm in Minneapolis. It was quite natural that Mary and
Carl Emil Bardenfleth should be attracted to one another. He
was a well educated, charming young man, organizer and
leader of the Young People's Society. Mary was a pretty
blue-eyed blonde girl, fresh from Denmark, vivacious and
witty, happy to have found other young Danes in this new
country. The newly formed young people's group called
"1905" was almost their whole social life. They went on
picnics and outings and put on plays and entertainments.
Three years after Mary arrived in Minneapolis, she and Carl
Emil were married, in the fall of 1908.
While Carl Emil was courting Mary, Paul Strange had his
eye on Manda. Paul was a dapper young man who arrived
from Copenhagen with a flair for theater. In the future he
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was to direct many dramatic productions for the drama club
of 1905. He and Manda were married in Mary and Carl
Emil's home in 1910.
Newlyweds' First Home 17
Carl Emil Bardenfleth and I were married in the fall of
1908. We met for the first time when I came to St. Peder's
church on the 19th of November, 1905. Our first home was
on 7th Avenue, now Park, and 8th Street. We could walk
from here to all the places where our interests were, and to
his work. In those days we thought nothing of walking 10 to
15, yes, even 20 blocks. It was healthful, and it was
necessary to save where one could.
My husband's salary from Ugebladet was only $8 per
week. But, of course, the cost of clothing, food, etc. was in
proportion. For example, a loaf of bread was 5 cents, and a
11

11

Mary and Carl Emil Bardenfleth
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pound of coffee could be had for 14 cents, although I usually
bought a better quality for 20 cents a pound. House rent
including gas was $6.75 a month.
It is unbelievable how little our needs were. The few
furnishings and the most necessary household equipment
was bought at Holzerman's on Cedar Avenue. Some of it
came in big packing boxes, and the boxes themselves came to
good use. The largest of these became a very nice kitchen
table, laid on its side with the opening toward the kitchen.
Some boards from the cover became shelves. I put some nails
here and there under the shelf and here I hung pots and pans.
Then with white oilcloth on top and a white curtain over the
opening so no one could see what was hidden under it, our
table was complete. Another wooden crate became a table
for my two-burner gas plate. Oh, it was such a delight to
arrange a modest but cozy home of our own.
There was no electricity in the apartment, but out in the
hall there was a big room that had been planned to be a bath
room. Here there was running water and a toilet. I hung a
little red lamp here so there would always be light at night.
Miss Robinson, who also used this washroom, objected to
the light and asked me to get rid of it. When I asked why she
didn't like the little red lamp which I thought was so pretty,
she explained that a red light meant that loose women live
here, and I should remember that she was an unmarried
woman. So I exchanged the lamp with the one in our
bedroom.
Miss Robinson oned a little store on the first floor, and
a cat. And believe me, the cat was boss. It sat in the window on top of the potatoes, onions and carrots. It sat on
cabbage which was in boxes on the floor, and it sat on
the shelves where there was bread and other bakery
goods. In those days nothing was packaged for sanitary
reasons as now. The Reagan Bakery Company delivered
bread every day, and six different kinds of pies. They stood
on the counter in an open rack, one shelf above another. If
one did not want a whole pie you could buy a half, which I
did quite often. One evening when we had unexpected
company I dashed down to the store to get something for
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coffee, and then I saw "Twinkle" standing on her hind legs
licking the shelves and presumably also the pies that were
left. I gave the cat a slap so it jumped off the counter with a
loud "Meow!" Miss Robinson was very angry on behalf of
both herself and the cat. From that time on I never bought
anything the cat might have touched. I remembered what the
sailor said about his sloppy wife's cooking, "It really is
piggish finding dog hair in the porridge."
In our bedroom there was a door to a stairway that went
down to the yard. We never used it but in case of emergency
it was good to have. That stairway was "Twinkle" and her
suitor's trysting place. Their meowing and fighting was a
horrible noise to listen to, and even though Miss Robinson
with her hour-long coaxing would finally get "Twinkle" inside, it took a while before the other cats disappeared.
So one day I bought two cans of red Spanish pepper not from Miss Robinson, and that evening I quietly went
backwards down the steps, and generously sprinkled the
contents of the cans on each step and on the railing all the
way down. I did not walk back up the steps but went in the
front door. It did not take long before we heard some
meowing, hissing, and spitting! After that evening there was
"peace in the hen-house" or rather, I should say, on our steps.
No one seemed to discover that I, wicked person, had done.
A year after we were married, my husband got a good
job at the Augsburg Publishing Company with an enormous
salary - 15 dollars per week! Now we could afford a few
more furnishings. Until then we bought only what was
absolutely necessary and what we could afford. We bought
nothing on the installment plan. I had long wished for a
small ice-box, and that was the first piece of furniture that
was bought. My, but I was happy to have it. It could hold
only 25 pounds of ice, but we never bought more food than
we needed. The cabinet was made of highly polished wood.
It looked beautiful in the dining room where it found its
place.
Our home, which was the first within the 1905 circle,
became a meeting place for the young people who had
neither home nor family. Especially on Sunday, yes, and
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Thursday, too, when the young girls who did housework
had "maid's day off," there would often be a knock on the
door and a cheery "Hello, is there anyone home?'' They
knew very well that the door was not just ajar but was wide
open, and their visit was a joy to all.
Christmas in Our Own Home 18
The very first Christmas in our own little home was in
1908. A few weeks before Christmas we began to look
around in our circle to find out who had no place to spend
Christmas Eve. We therefore invited three men and a girl
who otherwise would be alone. A couple of days before
Christmas I found yet another Danish girl whom I knew
from the 1905 Society. I shall call her Katrine. She was a
nice, pretty girl, but a bit conceited in some ways. She had a
habit, like so many others, of over-using a popular slangy
expression. Her's was "Knageme" (I'll be darned), and she
used it whenever she was enthusiastic about something. 19
I asked her where she was to spend Christmas Eve. The
answer was "No place except where I work." I continued, "If
you are free, we would like to invite you to our home. We
eat at 7 o'clock." She stood a moment and looked seriously
at me, and with tears in her eyes asked, "Do you really mean
it?" "Yes," I answered, "I certainly do." Then she put her
hand out and blurted, "Det skal de knageme ha' tak for."
(Well, I'll be darned! Thanks for that.)
Thus we were five extras besides sister Manda and Hance
Paul Strange. It would be a bit crowded for table space, so
we would have to sit close together. But surely no one would
complain about that.
That first Christmas Carl Emil was still working for
Ugebladet and there wasn't much money for splurging, only
$8 per week. But we saved in every way so there would be
enough for a real good Danish Christmas Eve dinner. We
had rice porridge, goose stuffed with apples and prunes, red
cabbage, browned potatoes, and even a bottle of red wine.
Christmas gifts were unimportant in those days. I bought a
small gift for each guest, nothing costing more than ten
cents. It was unbelievable the pretty little things one could
find at Woolworth's for five or ten cents. These things were
-64-

wrapped in tissue paper and with red ribbons, they helped to
decorate the tree. The amusing gift (for the finder of the
almond hidden in the rice) cost 25 cents.
The Christmas tree was decorated the evening before
(Little Christmas Eve) and that was generally a special
ceremony, at the same time being sister Manda's birthday. In
that way she was never cheated of some celebration. That
evening the menu always included head cheese (sylte) with
beets and creamed potatoes, and whatever else belonged
with the menu, plus a little Danish akvavit (snaps). Later in
the evening we had "~bleskiver" (pancake balls) and coffee.
Now to return to Christmas Eve 1908. Everything was all
set for the festivity. Carl Emil, who always came home at
noon for a sandwich lunch, was to help me arrange table
space for nine. With a questioning look he asked if there
could possibly be room for one more. There happened to be
a young man who slept on a pile of papers in the Rasmussen
print shop. Carl Emil had just talked to him and found that
he did not know anyone here in town.
He added, "If you cook plenty of rice porridge, then I will
not eat very much roast goose." I answered that we would
manage the food situation but it was worse about space. I
looked around the room and noticed the sewing machine. It
could be opened up leaving an opening in the top where the
machine belonged. If we laid a board over the opening it
became a little narrow table which could easily make a place
for Carl Emil and myself. It was a bit difficult to find room
for our legs, but with a tablecloth that hid the stand and
pedal, it looked like a little serving table. It was much better
to sit a bit crowded than to think that one or another should
sit alone, Christmas Eve.
There were of course no plans for a gift for this unexpected guest, whom Carl Emil would invite when he got back
to the office. I did not have time to go out and buy something, but Carl Emil had a tie which was almost new. It could
not be seen that it had been used a couple of times. 'Wrap it
up," he said, "I don't even know the man's name. But I'll find
out, and then I can write his name on the package when I
come home tonight."
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So we ten had an absolutely delightful Christmas Eve
together. The unknown guest was very touched over
enjoying such an evening among total strangers. At leave
taking he said, "Now I shall go to my warehouse where I
have a roof over my head for a short time, and I shall sit
down and write to my mother about this lovely Christmas
Eve which I shall never forget." That was his good-bye. I
don't remember that I ever saw him again.
A Danish Publishing Company 20
Rasmussen Publishing Company was well known in
many states. It was owned by brothers Christian and Marius
Rasmussen. Originally at 720-24 South 4th Street was a
printing press, stock room, and a quite impressive book
store. Four weekly Danish newspapers were published by its
printing press: namely the Minneapolis paper, Ugebladet, St.
Paul Tidende, Racine Posten, and Chicago Posten. All four
papers contained the same reading matter. Only the back
page was different, and that contained local news, etc. from
the city whose name the paper carried. There was also a
monthly paper, Familie Journalen, together with several
small pamphlets and books.
It was no wonder that Christian Rasmussen was often
called the "Newspaper King." These papers and pamphlets
were written by Anton S0rensen who was chief editor, and
by C.E. Bardenfleth who was proof reader and assistant
editor.
Chr. Rasmussen always traveled around in the states partly to get subscriptions for the different papers and partly
to sell books. He was good at that and it was said he could
make a sale to whomever he contacted. Even if there was a
painter upon a ladder doing his work, Rasmussen could sell
the man both a subscription and a couple of books.
In the spring of 1904 he was in Chicago where he met
C. E. Bardenfleth who had just come from New York to
visit his sister, who was the wife of H. C. R0rdam, pastor of
Trinitatis Church. Chr. Rasmussen eloquently pictured what
a beautiful city Minneapolis was and said, "We could use a
man like you in our firm." And that was the way C. E.
Bardenfleth came to Minneapolis.
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Marius Rasmussen was the one who had the responsibility for mailing these newspapers, doing the bookkeeping
and looking after the book business, both the buying and
selling of books from Denmark and Norway. These two
brothers were very different in personality and appearance.
Christian was a quite vigorous, jovial man with wavy white
hair, always ready to tell a funny story or anecdote. His wife
was Danish and a sister of editor S0rensen's wife. They had
no children.
Marius, or M.S. as many called him, was a tall, thin,
much more introverted and quiet man. He and his sweet
little Norwegian wife, Sigrid, were very active in St. Peder's
Church. Mrs. M. S. was church organist for many years.
They had two sons. There was also an unmarried sister,
Christine Rasmussen. She was employed in the book
business. She made her home with M.S. In all the years I can
remember, she had a great interest in Sunday school work,
and children loved her. M. S. always dreamed about his
birthplace, Saeby, which was to him the best and loveliest
place in Denmark. His dream of visiting it again never came
to pass. He had to be satisfied with the pleasure of seeing a
postcard or other pictures when someone had visited Saeby.
Both brothers were kind-hearted and always willing to
extend a helping hand to a needy fellow countryman who
looked up their firm. But this business of publishing Danish
newspapers in America was then as it is today, no gold mine,
and it called for skilled people to do that kind of work.
Sometimes when men came looking for work, they might be
given little extra jobs, either bundling papers or cleaning the
shop and warehouse, to earn enough for a couple of meals. If
a place to sleep was needed it sometimes happened that they
could sleep on a pile of paper in the warehouse until a better
job could be found. Unfortunately, it sometimes happened
that this kindness was misused. There were many such
experiences during the years.
As the years went by there were many changes in the
Rasmussen papers. Editor Sorensen's health failed and he
was replaced by a capable younger man, H. S. Hagerup,
who after a few years became editor of Den Danske Pioneer
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where he stayed until his age and poor health forced him to
leave. I shall not go further into the changes that took place.
It seems to me there was talk of forming a corporation, but
nothing came of it. At last, Axel Andersen, who was once
also connected with the Pioneer, took over the whole
business and the weekly was re-named Midwest Scandinavian, and the English language predominated. Now all these
newspapers which were printed in Minneapolis are but a
saga. But during all those years that they were published,
they were enlightening, useful, and entertaining.
Drama at Dania Hall 21
It can be said that Young People's Society 1905 had a sort
of monopoly on presenting home talent plays in the Twin
Cities and area. It was something they were busy with for
many years. During the summer of 1906, two young Copenhageners came to town, namely Lorents Petersen and Paul
Strange. They were both very theater-minded, and before
long the first play was put on. It was a little three-act number
with only four actors, the aforementioned gentlemen, and
Ejner Askier together with me, Mary Bardenfleth. All four
played a different person in each act. They play was called
"The Hous° Folk." Later on they became more ambitious
and it was a real impressive list of productions that the
dramatic talent presented. There was almost always a full
house - at times there was not a single vacant seat, either on
the main floor in the balcony in the old homey Dania Hall.
It was at such moments when we experienced harmony
and unity~--and it was a pleasure for the actors to enjoy such
good results after countless and difficult rehearsals,
especially in winter time. Dania Hall was for many years
heated with only a stove, and it was not fired up just for a
rehearsal. My, how we froze! It was beastly cold up there on
the stage, and afterwards we had to ride home in the street
car. After midnight they ran only every hour. There were
very few who had cars those first years.
The profit from these presentations was seldom very large
compared with the expenses, which could be considerable,
since we had to rent costumes, hall, music, etc., and the
tickets were only fifty cents. It was surely not for its own
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A typical playbill from the era 1910 to 1920.
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Danish National Festival 1927 at Minnesota State Fair Grounds.
Horse drawn "float" in the parade with actors in the play of the
evening. Mary Bardenfleth, second to right, standing.

benefit that the dramatic club performed. They were always
willing to help other organizations at festive occasions - for
example in February 1914 at the National Fest in the Twin
Cities for the benefit of the Denmark building at the World's
Fair in San Francisco.
We played "Abekatten" (The Monkey) for an audience of
700 in Dania Hall in Minneapolis and for 400 in St. Paul. On
October 13, 1915 we presented "Eventyr pa Fodrejsen"
(Adventures on a walking tour) sponsored by the Danish
Brotherhood at Mozart Hall in St. Paul, for about 900
people, and the following week a repeat performance in
Dania Hall for 600 spectators.
Likewise at the big National Fests held at the State Fair
grounds in 1926, 27, 28, and 29, every evening on the huge
stage in the "Hippodrome" (now called Coliseum) we presented plays such as "En S~mdag pa Amager," "Fastelavnsgildet," "G0ngeh0vdingen," and "Molboerne." The last two
named required many extras, both "G0nger" and "Molboer."
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There were many talented helpers from St. Paul who took
part and helped, so everything went well. The afternoon
program usually ended with a parade around the fairgrounds. There were riders and marchers together with
decorated floats carrying those persons who were to perform
in the evening program. They dressed in all the fantastic
costumes worn in the evening performance. On one wagon
the hideous witch from "G0ngeho1c,vdingen" sat - mounted
on a wooden horse, spitting and hissing at those who
shouted at her.
The next year when "Molboerne" was played, there was
a wagon on which ten or twelve Molboer sat on the floor in a
circle with their legs tangled up. They couldn't figure out
which leg belonged to whom until Sidsel H0nsepige (Chickgirl) came and gave them a couple of blows on their legs.
Then they found out where it hurt, and whose was whose.
The evening program began early and there was always a
big crowd. Very few left the festival before everything was
over.
To be continued.
FOOTNOTES
1 Olaf Juhl : Den Danske Pioneer, June 10, 1971.
2 Clippings of the complete Danish stories are in the archives of the
Danish Immigrant Museum, Elk Horn, Iowa, and also in the Danish
American Center, Minneapolis, MN.
3 Mary's early life told by Edith Faaborg to translator.
4 June 10, 1971 issue of Den Danske Pioneer.
5 June 24, 1971 issue of Den Danske Pioneer.
6. July 8, 1971 issue of Dan Danske Pioneer.
7 July 22, 1971 issue of Den Danske Pioneer.
8 Rev . Sateren . Sateren Hall on the Augsburg College campus was

named after his son who became music director of the college.
9 August 5, 1971 issue of Den Danske Pioneer.
10 August 19, 1971 issue of Den Danske Pioneer.
11 August 19, 1971 issue of Den Danske Pioneer.
12 Carl Holst was a brother of Else Buck's mother. Else was well known
in Minneapolis.
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13 December 23, 1971 issue of Den Danske Pioneer.
14 September 3, 1971 issue of Den Danske Pioneer.
15 Pond scum= "andemad," duck weed, or algae.
16 October 14, 1971 issue of Den Danske Pioneer.
17 November 11, 1971 issue of Den Danske Pioneer.
18 February 3, 1971 issue of Den Danske Pioneer.
19 The slang expression in Danish was "Knageme," untranslatable.
20 October 28, 1971 issue of Den Danske Pioneer.
21 September 16, 1971 issue of Den Danske Pioneer.
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